304        HOW TORFRIDA CONFESSED THAT SHE
" Three men on each side to see fair play," said the Breton.
And up to the woods they rode; and fought long without advantage on either side.
Hereward was not the man which he had been. His nerve was gone, as well as his conscience; and all the dash and fury of his old onslaughts gone therewith.
He grew tired of the fight, not in body, but in mind; and more than once drew back.
" Let us stop this child's play," said he, according to the chronicler; "what need have we to fight here all day about nothing 1"
Whereat the Breton fancied him already more than half-beaten, and attacked more furiously than ever. He would be the first man on earth who ever had had the better of the great outlaw. He would win himself eternal glory, as the champion of all England.
But he had mistaken his man, and his indomitable English pluck. "It was Hereward's fashion in fight and war," says the chronicler, " always to ply the man most at the last." And so found the Breton; for Hereward suddenly lost patience, and rushing on him with one of his old shouts, hewed at him again and again, as if his arm would never tire.
Oger gave back, would he or not. In a few moments his sword-arm dropped to his side cut half through.
" Have you had enough, Sir Tristram the younger f quoth Hereward, wiping his sword, and walking moodily away.